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they occupied themselves hunting vermin of various
kinds. They consoled themselves with the thought
that there would be plenty of time for sleep on the
boat. There was indeed plenty of time, but to sleep
something more than mere time or inclination is
needed. It was a wretched old cargo boat specially
converted for emigrant traffic. The hold was par-
titioned off into a large number of boxes with no
human accommodation of any kind, allowing barely
room for the occupants to lie down like cattle. As
father said: "To get into bed was like putting your-
self into your own coffin."

Half-starved and even then seasick, the whole
boat-load of emigrants suffered together as it is
only possible to suffer on the sea. Mother was very
ill indeed for the whole of the journey and at one
time it was thought she would never recover. Father
himself suffered less than most because he was then,
and always has been, what is called a "good sailor".
This sometimes means nothing more than a willing-
ness to go on living while everyone else wants to
die.

He found the whole journey very interesting. He
went ashore at every stopping place, and at Colombo,
having the notion that religion started with
Christianity (a revealing admission coming from
the head boy of the old dame's school), was surprised
at the beauty and antiquity of some of the religious
houses and temples of Ceylon.

However, if the journey itself was a nightmare,
they told each other that it must end some time, and